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very face, the savage in my blood returns, I see red.    Nothing
more foolish! for it serves no purpose and hurts me frightfully.
This vice, by the way, betraying one's friends in public, seems
to me to be taking gigantic proportions!

CCXXXVIIL    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

Nohant, 26 October, 1872
Dear friend,

Here is another chagrin for you; a sorrow foreseen, but none
the less distressing. Poor Theo! I pity him deeply, not be-
cause he is dead, but because he has not been really living for
twenty years; and if he had consented to live, to exist, to act, to
forget a bit his intellectual personality so as to conserve his
material personality, he could have lived a long time yet, and
have renewed his resources which he was too much inclined to
make a sterile treasure. They say that he suffered greatly
from hardship during the siege. I understand it, but after-
ward? why and how?

I am worried at not having had news from you for a long
time. Are you at Croisset? You must have been in Paris for
the funeral of this poor friend. What cruel and repeated
separations! I am angry with you for becoming savage and
discontented with life. It seems to me that you regard happi-
ness too much as a possible thing, and that the absence of happi-
ness which is our chronic state, angers you and astonishes you
too much. You shun friends, you plunge into work, and reckon
as lost the time you might employ in loving or in being loved.
Why didn*t you come to us with Madame Viardot and Tour-
gueneff? You like them, you admire them, you know that
you are adored here, and you run away to be alone. Well, how
about getting married? Being alone is odious, it is deadly, and
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